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STRICTLY RESPECTABLE. 


Master. ‘‘ AND YOU CAN SPEAK FOR THIS YOTNG MAN’s CHARACTER, 
Dennis 1” 

Man. “‘InDADE, AND I cay, SornR, I VE KNOWED HIM IVEE 
SINCE HE COME TO 1IVe IN THIS TOWN, S1X MONTHS AGO, AND HE * 
NIVER BEEN BEFORE A MAGISTRATE—NOT WaNsT!” 








A LITTLE CUBBING. 


Wednesday.—Lady Goopwork’s bazaar—most enjoyable way 
of spending quiet, instructive afternoon. Introduced to divinity 
in blue serge at crewel-work stall—charming little brunette and 
great sportswoman. Talked hunting and fishing. Said she had 
caught, this autumn, salmon (or was it cod? forget which, not 
having sporting proclivities myself) of twenty-five pounds, and 
that she was so looking forward to hunting season. Said she 
“hated men who weren’t sportsmen.” Piomptly lied to her, 
and said I was devoted to hunting. Could see I went up im- 
mensely in her estimation—was pleased. Introduced to her 
father, Sir Hanpripe Foxrneton, who said I must hunt with 
them—was not pleased. “Come for little cubbing, next week,” he 
says. Don’t know what he means, but accept ; doesn’t sound so 
dangerous as hunting, anyhow. Ask guardedly,“ Where do you 
cub?” Sir H. looks astonished ; so I smile, as though I had spoken 
in joke ; smile always safe investment in such cases. He laughs 
boisterously, and says, “Come down to Hackhunter Hall; I’! 
put you up all right.” Nods knowingly at me—I nod knowingly 
at him. onder what “ putting me up” means? Giving bed for 
the night, or mount to enable me to cub? Must r new 
breeches ; haven’t ridden, even in Park, for years. 

Saturday.—New breeches home—uncomfortable—almost pain- 
ful. Have them altered four times during day—rather worse at 
end of time than at first. Can’t be helped. Look up train in 
Bradshaw, and practice saying “Hoic” in aggressive tones. 





Haven't the faintest idea what it means, but suppose everyone 
who cubs ought to make remarks of that sort at interval<: be 
lieve there is some word that comes after “Hoie” to complete 
| sentence, but am not sure. 

Monday.—Arrive at Hackhunter Hall, and am most hospitably 
received. ‘ My enslaver looking more charming than « ver. 
Really think I might do worse. Think she would consent ; 
seemed so impressed with me at bazaar. Excellent dinner, 
though pattern of plates trifle too prononcé, and drawing-room 
curtains a shade too primary in colour. Taik exclusively sport- 
ing—rather thin ice for me. “Got nice horse for you to- 





morrow,” says Sir H., “takes hold a bit, but fine jumper.” 
What does “Takes hold a bit” mean? Query, “Takes hold of 
a bit,” eh? “Must start six sharp,” he adds. “Oh, not till 


evening?” I say. Sir H. laughs, and calls me “a wag.” Hate 
“wags ”’—and then full horror of situation breaks in on me— 
realize that he means 6 a.m. Never heard of anything so in- 
human; felt inclined to protest, but didn’t dare. Drawing- 
room—music—bed. 

T wesday.—Knock at my door. Raining. Hooray! surely they 
won’t cub in the wet! “ Shaving water, Sir, and will you 
have your bath quite cold or-——” “Come in,” I say. “Suppose 
this rain will prevent our starting, eh? s “Oh, no, Sir,” 
says faithful servitor. “Master never stops for rain, nor the 
young mistress neither.” Hate faithful servitor on the spot. 
Of course, he can be cheerful; he hasn’t got te sit on wet saddle 
in the early morning. Groan and turn over in bed again. 
“You ‘aven’t too much time, Sir.” Wish faithful servitor 
would die suddenly. Exit F. 8S. Dash into tub. Peep out of 
winlow,. Raining harder than ever, ugh! Why such an ass as to 
come ? and how the deuce do you cub, anyhow? Descend stairs 

t inamorata and Sir i. Watch them eat breakfast. I 
breakfast out of tall tumbler. Sir H.’s Etonian son (little beast), 
with mouth full of pie, stares at me, and says, “I say, Mr. 
Craner, you do look in a blue funk.” Could cheerfully have 
followed fis funeral at that moment. “We must be off,” says 
Sir H. Proceed to Hall door. Am armed with long-thonged 
implcment like fishing-rod. “That’s your horse,” says Sir H., 
indicating beast trying to hit groom over head with fore-paws. 
“The ginger one?” I ask, fearfully. “The chestnut,” he replies. 
Try t» get on—can’t. Try other side of him. Groom giggles. 
“T’ll give you a leg-up,” says Sir H. Leg-up much too vigorous. 
I perform erial flight over Ginger’s back and alight gracefully on 
far side. Try again—succeed—gather up reins and thong in 
inextricabie tangle, and bump off down drive. Bump along many 
(they say only two) miles to meet. Stirrup leathers too long. 
Ginger keeps going sideways. “ Ah, he’s full of beans, you know.’ 
I don’t know; wish he wouldn’t assume that I knew his hunting 
slang. “ You've only to sit and hold him, and he'll give you lots 
of fun.” Think this highly likely. Saddle very hard and unsym- 
pathetic. Stirrup leathers too short, now. Wish Ginger 
wouldn’t arch his back and squeak—so upsetting. Arrive at meet. 
Inamorata says, “ You must give me a | if we come across 
anything big.” Try to smile jauntily—don’t feel jaunty, some- 
how. Gallop up and down wood for no particular reason. Stand 
still again and shiver—still raining. (Ginger strikes ground re- 
peatediy with fore-paw, sending mud-showers into eye of irate 
person on right. Irate person gasps, and turns to say things to 
me, so jerk Ginger’s reins, and with terrific splutterings, 
smotherinz all around, gallop off. Huntsman getting warm, and 
“Hoic-ing.” Cannot hoic, myself, too much out of breath. 
Must @ Toaite to Sir H. for this omission, later on. All dogs 
rush off together—we follow as far as forbidding post and rails 
No gate. Inamorata gallops up and jumps rails. Shut my eyes 
as Ginger actually pricks up ears and tears along towards them. 
Haul at his stupid head in vain—up he goes into the air. I go 
up much higher than he does, Descent absolutely terrible 
—sit on his ears for one moment, waving arms about for some- 
thing to catch hold of—find nothing—am grovelling in mud, 
whilst Ginger ds gaily on after hounds. He has evidently 
not even missed me! Walk home. 12.35 back to town. Shall 
not cub again. Bazaar much better fun. 


Pub and Club. 
(Mem. by a Moderate Drinker.) 


Waatrnr folk who pass their Sunday 
Eating, drinking, dawdling, dozing, 


Watins folks’ unworki 
Would subject to “S 
But ’tis they who'd void the poor 
Who perhaps most merit—shutting up! 
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will 


A NOVICE. 


Old Hand, ‘‘ Now, FoR THE LAST TIME, FOR GOODNESS’ SAKE DON’T sHOOT ANY OF Us, 


orn THE Dogs, on Yourseur.” 
Old Hand, ‘‘Ou, You wor't HIT THEM!” 


Novice (sarcastically), ‘‘Wuaat aBnouT THE Birps!” 








THE NEW NOVEL-WRITING. 
(A slightly-anticipatory Interview.) 


“Iv there is one thing that I hate more 
than another,” said the Eminent Author, 
“ it is being interviewed. My nature is the 
most modest and retiring one imaginable. 
I detest advertisements, except those of 
my books ; and it is monstrous that, for a 
simple, unassuming man like myself, publi- 
cation should involve publicity. Besides, 
how am I to enjoy the quiet so essential 
for working out my colossal masterpieces, 
if my privacy is to be invaded in this way ? 
No; I simply refuse to be interviewed by 
any journalist———” 

“In that case,” I said, rising to leave, “1 
will not trouble you further.” 

To my surprise, the Eminent Author 
locked the door and placed his back against 
it. “Don’t be foolish,” he said, irritably, 
‘and let me finish my sentence. I refuse 
to be interviewed by any journalist who 
devotes less than two columns to his de- 
scription of my house and his eulogy of 
myself. You've got down all that about 
my modest and unassuming character? 
All right ; now we can get on. Please take 
down all I say. The illustrious and world- 





famed novelist who is the subject of our 


sketch is descended from an old county 
family, and was born in the year——” 

“Pardon me,” I interrupted, “but I 
don’t want all that. It’s been published 
ulready within the last month in a dozen 
papers.” j 

‘In a dozen?” he exclaimed, angrily. 
“In thirty at the very least! In a dozen, 
indeed! What do you take me for? Do 
you think I am a miserable second-rate 
writer who is only interviewed once a 
week or so?” 

I made my apologies. “But what I 
wanted especially to know,” I continued, 
“is the system by which your talented 
books——_” 

“ My colossal masterpieces,” he amended, 
sharply. 

“By which your colossal masterpieces 
are put together. For I unde that 
the hew of compiling them is shared by 
you with a good many other persons? ” 

“Certainly it is,” said e Eminent 
Author. “In former times, as perhaps 
you remember, there was a quite absurd 
idea in vogue that a writer must have a 
close personal acquaintance with the scenes 
and modes of life he depicted. The death- 
blow to that fallacy was struck by a Manx 
novelist, who enjoyed a certain repute in 
his day. It was he who first hit on the 





plan of having his proof-sheets revised by 
a dozen different people who were autho- 
rities on various subjects. This, you per- 
ceive, was a great improvement, as it 
freed him from the necessity of having any 
but the most superficial knowledge of what 
he wrote about. I, however, have carried 
the system further with the most splendid 


- And, in fact,” I suggested, “ you have 
no first-hand knowledge of your subjects at 


all? ” 
“Exactly. And you will perceive that 
this ao facilitates the production of 


cclossal masterpieces. Take the work, for 
instance, that I have at present in hand. 
One of its most thrilling and dramatic 
scenes takes place in a coal-mine. Now, I 
haven’t the least idea what a coal-mine is 
like, so the whole of that chapter is being 
written for me by the superintendent of a 
mine. Again, there is in it a delightful 
little idyll of love in a Devonshire village, 
and of course a large number of rustic 
characters are introduced—readers always 
like them. What do I know of Devon- 
shire rusties ? How can I learn how to dis- 
place the consonants and vowels in order 
to reproduce their dialect ? ‘Go and study 
them for mvself,’ vou say? No, thank 
you. I don’t take the least interest in the 
creatures. Besides, that isn’t my work; 
I’ve got to stav at home and be inter- 
viewed. No: all that part of my book is 
heing written for me by a competent 
Devonshire man. Then my scenery is sup- 
plied by an eminent R.A., and a writer in 
a ladies’ fashion journa! dresses my heroine. 
Tn fact, there are about two dozen persons 
inst now at work on my behalf. Owing to 
this system. I can produce a new book every 
three months with the least possible trou- 
ble, and my income is simply enormous.” 

“T congratulate you heartily.” T said. 
“And now would you mind telling me 
what exactly is the work which vou vour- 
self do? Are you resnonsible for the nlots ?” 

“T have heen, hitherto.” the Eminent 
Author replied. “But if T can only find a 
specialist to supply me with them ready- 
made. I shall certainly emnloy him; it 
would save so much trouble. Then I 
should simnlv have to combine the mate- 
rials surrlied me by mv various agents, 
and could vrody-e a colossal masterpiece 
every week. What an improvement on 
the old davs, when a novelist had to do the 
whole thing—plot, and character-stndv, 
and locel colour. and scenery—himself!” 

“Tt is indeed,” I assented. “And the 
simply enormous income—vou share that, 
of course, with vour collaborators?” 

The Eminent Author rose. “TI have told 
vou enough.” he raid: “and, as T said. I 
hate being interviewed. T would fain be 
alone—alone with the mighty thoughts 
that. crowd nron mv master-mind, thoughts 
which will delight thousands of readers, and 
make my name immortal. Here are seven 
photographs of myself, and some views of 
mv house. Now vo sway, please. The 
interview is concluded.” 








Hawke Notwithstanding. 


Horatio (te CimopaTra). And eo he died 
of « broken heart at the end of May. 

Cleopatra. Poor fellow! What a pity he 
didn’t wait to pick it all up again over 
Goodwood or the Leger. 





Svuecestep Start ror Impsriat Rect- 
procity.—A sample of Indian sunshine for 
an equivalent in ish rain. 
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MYSELF ! 
FROM A VERY FAIR Man!” 





A TRUE BELIEVER. 


Constantia, ‘‘Ou, UNcLE BURLEIGH, IT'S PERFECTLY WONDERFUL ! 


SHE TOLD ME THE MOST BXTRAORDINARY THINGS ABOUT 


Sue sarp I was BORN A TWIN, AND LOST BOTH MY PARENTS AT THE AGE OF FIVE, AND INHERITED AN ENORMOUS FORTUNE 


Sir Burleigh M‘Garel, G.C.B. ‘‘ But, TO THE BEST OF MY RECOLLECTION, NONE OF THESE THINGS ARE 80.” 


Constantia (hesitating), ‘N—wno,.” (Puzzled.) 


‘* Bur IsN’T THAT JUST WHAT MAKES IT 80 EXTRAORDINARY!” 








SPORTIVE SONGS. 


On a cold and rainy September day, a Snortsman recollects an incident 
of days gone by 
THe end of the Summer is with us again, 
There ’s a Winter-like sniff from the mould, 
There ’s an icicle chill in the drip of the rain 
That prophesies shortcoming cold. 
The swallows are packing their boxes to fly 
To a land where there’s sunshine galore, 
And the very last rose is preparing to die, 
While we ’re putting the filberts in store. 


I am writing to you in the thickest of coats, 
With a horrible cold in my head, 

And a soupcon of one of those very sore throats 
That may possibly end me in bed. 

I have never a comforter—barring the line 
You address me, infrequent and rare. 

It’s so welcome! And do you, dear, ever repine 
For the letters I should have sent—where 


To the place where we met, when I hoped for the best, 
A Dead-Alive village unknown, 
But dearer than any to us—it was blest, 
When we mutually murmured, “ My own!” 
But since we have parted, for ever and aye, 
And we do not play “ Where, When, and How,” 
I suppose there is something about this cold day 
has made me remember you now. 


What is it? I think I have got the right clue, 
Unromantic, but none the less sure, 


| in Pall Mall—unless 


It was something ap ing to me, not to you, 
Though it made of our love-stress a cure. 

On just such a day we were perished and faint, 
On a walk in a country-side lane, 

And I said a harsh word—then came tears, then the —— Saint," 
That is coloured again and again! 


* Is “ Saint ’’ quite the right word >—Ep. 











| THOSE WHO ARE ALWAYS WITH US. 


Tue Tipster, who knows the winners of a great Double Event, 
say the Cesarewitch and the Cambridgeshire. 

The Personage, whose great-great-grandmother danced with 
| the Duke of WeLtinoton on the Eve of Waterloo at the Duchess 
of Ricnmonn’s Ball. 

The Individual, who once shot forty brace of partridges to his 
own gun in three hours. : 
The Cueist, who took ninety points at billiards from Rossats 
|and beat him by one. : 
The Dramatist, who has a suitable play always ready for Sir 
Henry Invinc, Mr. Wurson Barrett, Mr. Coantzs WYnpuam, 
| Mr. Dan Leno, and Mr. Groncz Enwarpes. ; 
The Lady Novelist, without an efficient publisher, owing to the 
realistic nature of her romances. nd 
The Gentleman, who calls with a black bag and leaves a missive 
marked “ Last Application ” printed in red ink. 
The Lady, who is collecting for a hospital in the East End, and 
would be t ‘ul for the smallest subscription. 
The Member of the Club, who is supposed to be at Homburg 
or Marienbad, but has kippers or buttered eggs every morning 
exchanged to other premises in the vicinity. 
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BIR WILLIAM HARCOURT .ON “POLITICAL WEATHER.” 
( With apologies to the Young Person of the ‘' Daily Graphic.”) 


f" The political weather is very much like the natural weather 
believe that in public affairs you will see a great change before long.””— 
Recent Speech at Maloood. | 








AN ERROR OF JUDGMENT. 


A Diavoeus Srory uw Szvew Parts. 
PART VI. 
The Garden. Bowater is sea'ed dejectedly in one of the wicker 
chairs, a« CAMILLA comes out from the house. 

Camilla (to herself). He is here! If I can only make him 
thoroughly ashamed of himself! (Aloud, sweetly.) Ah, Mr. 
Bowater, I thought I should find you in the garden. . . . No, 
don’t move, I'll take this chair. (he seats herself so as to face 
hin I’m so interested about this wonderful novel of Kezza’s. 
What a triumph for you to have discovered such a genius! How 


SOEN E— 


| proud and delighted you must be feeling! 





Bowater (to himself). I’m really not equal to going into rap- 
ures just now. (Aloud.) Oh—er—it is gratifying, naturally, 
though I should hardly—er—I mean to say, “Genius” is perhaps 
rather an extravagant term to use. 

Camilla (to herself). I thought he would try to wriggle out of 
it! tloud.) But you used it at lunch. You placed Kezia— 
© Miss Struwext, as I suppose we ought to call her now—on a 
higher level than Jane Austen or Groror Extsor. 

Bowater. Pardon me—on a different level. 

Can Well, but you must have ranked the author of Stolen 
ous ts very high indeed, or you would not have been so unusually 
enthusiastic ! 

Bowater (feebly). It is—er—just possible that I was—er—be- 
trayed into some slight exaggeration. 

Camilla. You are much too acute and conscientious a critic 
to give any praise that was not thoroughly deserved. And why 
hould you—when you had no reason to suppose that the author 
was present P 

Bowater. Oh—er—aa to that, I can assure you Miss—er—Sriz- 


WELL’s connection with the manuscript took me completely by 
surprise 


ula 


Camilla. It does seem extraordinary. I always considered her 
rather a superior sort of girl, it is true, but even now I can’t 
think how she can have acquired sufficient culture to impress 





such a fastidious judge as you. And then it’s so marvellous, too, 
that, although, as I know, her employers have always been mere 
commoners like myself, she should have managed to draw a 
viscount, wasn’t it? and a lady of title and their surroundings 
with such unerring accuracy. She must be a genius! 

Bowater (uncomfortably). I—I fear her work is—er—marred 
by crudities and—er—solecisms which—— 

Camilla. Which did not strike you until you discovered that 
it was written by a parlourmaid? Really, Mr. Bowarer, I 
thought you were above such petty social prejudices! 

Bowater. Miss Lype, you seem to think I am trying to get out 
of publishing her book ! 

Fomilia. fter all your praises? Oh, no, I know you too well 
to believe you capable of such meanness as that. Such an ad- 
vantage for her, poor girl, to be taken up by one so generous 
and even princely in all his dealings! With you, she is certain 
of a substantial reward for her labours. (To herself.) 
him right—he deserves to Rey! 

Bowater (to himself). This is rather too much! (Aloud.) 
I—I feel bound to explain that the manuscript of which I ex- 

ressed such warm admiration this morning was not Miss 


TILWELL’S. 
Camilla (to herself). I wonder what nezrt he will say! (Aloud.) 
It was an anonymous story 


Indeed, then whose was it ? 

Bowater. That I can’t tell you. 
which I received a few days ago, and left at Mr. ALABASTER’s on 
my way here, with a note to tell him how highly I thought of it. 

Camilla (to herself). He actually supposes he can persuade me 
that———_ I do believe if I only lead him on, he will pretend—— 
I’ll try him. (Aloud.) How curious! The fact is, a friend of 
mine—— I wonder if it could by any chance—— Do you happen 
to recollect what it was called ? 

Bowater (to himself). 1 only wish I could! (Aloud.) Why, 
oddly enough, the title has quite escaped me. 

Camilla (to herself). He’s abominably cunning! (dAloud.) 
Well, my—my friend’s manuscript was type-written, in blue ink, 
and the title was missing. Does that help you at all ? 

Bowater (to himself). It’s saved me! (Aloud, eagerly.) Miss 
Lyrpz, I’m almost—I’m itively certain it’s the very same! 
This novel was typed in blue ink, too, and, by Jove! I remember 
now, the front page was gone. And, if I may say so, there was a 
touch about the book that irresistibly reminded me of — 

Camilla (quickly). Not of my work, Mr. Bowater! You are 
not going to say that! 

Bowater. I was. Indeed, I remarked as much to Miss Vrvian. 
I felt almost certain you had written it. 

Camilla (to herself). Perfectly shameless! ( Aloud.) 
was Kezia’s novel that you praised at lunch, you know. 

Bowater (taken aback). Hr —that is 80. but, for the moment, 
I—I got it into my head that it was yours. 

Camilla. Because of the “crudities” and “solecisms”? So 
many thanks! 

Bowater (distractedly). No, no, no! Look here, Miss Lypg, 
the truth is, I’ve never read a single line of Stolen Sweets—there! 

Camilla. I think you forget that you mentioned a scene in the 
book that particularly stru -: you, and spoke of its masterly style 
and treatment, and all ti.. rest of it. It seems a little singular 
that you could do that if you had never read a line of it! 

Bowater. If you remember, I—er—only did it by frequent 
appeals to ALaBasTEeR, who had read it. 

Camilla. Then it was Mr. ALaBasteR who really admired it ? 

Bowater. Well—er—he didn’t exactly. (Helplessly.) It was 
an unfortunate misapprehension—quite impossible to explain. 

Camilla. You seem to find it so. Well, Mr. Bowarsr, I will 
admit that I did take it into my head—I see now how foolish it 
was—to—to test the sincerity of the appreciation you were kind 
enough to profess of my literary work by sending you a story 
anonymously. The result has been—disappointing. 

Bowater. Don’t say that, Miss Lypz! Wait at least till 1 
produce this other manuscript, and I am in great hopes that I 
may succeed in convincing you that—— 

Camilla. That it was the novel which you recognised as a 
masterpiece? You may succeed in doing that, Mr. Bowater, but 
you cannot persuade me that it was mine—and I will tell you 
why. Mine was never sent atall. It was accidentally destroyed. 

Bowater (to himself, crushed). Just my infernal luck! ( Aloud.) 
Oh! I—I was not aware of that. 

Camilla (drily). So I imagined. 
isn’t it ? 

Bowater. But you have probably kept a copy? If you would 
permit me to glance at it. 

Camilla. I thought your enthusiasm wasn’t dependent on that 
little formality ... . No, Mr. Bowaren, it is really no use. I 
happen to know all, and I don’t intend to surfeit you with a 


It serves 


But it 


It is a little unfortunate, 
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rival instalment of Stolen Sweets. You seem to me to have 
enough already. Seriously, how can you expect me ever to trust 
you again after deceiving me so shamefully 

Bowater. What was f to do? 
found—that I had inadvertently rejected a novel of yours, un- 
read. Can’t you see that I was ready to—to go to any len 
rather than let you yy that I (1 who, whether you believe 
it or not, Miss Lypsr, have always felt the most fervent admira- 
tion for you, not only as an author, but as a woman) could de- 
liberately offer you such a slight ? 

Camila. All 1 can see is that the co uence of your diplo- 
macy has been to make a dupe of my poor Kerzia. 

Bowater. I—I could not foresee that. And if any reasonable 
compensation 

Camillu. What compensation will satisfy her now that you 
have turned her foolish head by your praises? Unless you either 
tell her the whole truth—which surely would be rather humilia- 
ting for you—or else invent some pretext for throwing her over, 
which I hope you would scorn to descend to, I really don’t see 
what you can do now except publish her book for her. 

Bowater. But it’s henndl bo be a failure. Would that be doing 


her any real service ? 

Camilla. I’m afraid not. But, on the other hand, I believe it 
would almost break her heart if she found out that her story had 
been rejected, and I do ask you to spare her that. 

Bowater (gloomily). Very well. I’ve brought it on myself, I 
suppose. I—I’ll publish her confounded story! 

Camilla (relenting slightly). 1 knew you would. After all, 
it mayn’t be so bad, you know. I'll go in and send her out to 
you, and then you can arrange about terms and all that. 

[Sne goes into the house. 

Bowater (to himself). If I could only put myself right with 
her But that’s ao gee now. We 1 never be the same 
again, never! (He sinks into sombre meditation; a little later 
Nora comes out.) Miss Vyvian! did you go to Fitcham? Had 
the manuscript arrived ? 

Nora. Yes, this morning. But fancy! That sly Kez had 
left instructions that eg for “M. N.” was to be forwarded 
here. You see, she knew the letters would come into her 
hands first. 

Bowater. Then HS it this afternoon, and see I’ve de- 
clined it! Miss Lypx will never forgive me now! 

Nora. No, no, it’s all right. L ily, the postmistress hadn’t 
sent it off yet, and she knows me, so her that, as I 
was going to Sunny Bank, I could take it just as well. And 
I’ve just left it with my Aunt, who wanted to—to look over it. 
| You *t mind, do you? 

Bowater (with a sigh of relief). Mind? No, my dear Miss 
Nora, so long as that girl hasn’t got it! Very many thanks. 
| It’s quite safe in your Aunt’s hands. This is the first gleam of 
luck I’ve had this afternoon! (Kezta, now divested of cap and 
apron, comes out.) Ah, here comes Miss StiuwELL, we—we are 
| going to discuss business, I believe. 
| Nora. Then I’ll leave you together. 
conceited than she is already. 

Bowater (grimly). I never felt less inclined to be compli- 
mentary in my life! 

[He rises to recewe Kez'a, who advances with a sel?-imporiant simper 
as Nona departs. 


AUGUSTE EN ANGLETERRE. 


Av Revorr. 


Dear Mister,—I am desolated. At cause of a very pressed 
affair at me in France I am forced of to part immediately. I 
= your country so interesting with the most great regret. 

ut I hope to return after some time. 

I write at Dovers. I am come from Eastbourn by the railways 
at the border of the sea. What voyage! The train arrests him- 
self at all the most little stations. One changes of carriage two 
times, the trains are in delay, one misses the one that one hopes 
to entrap, the carriages and the line are one cannot more old 
and more } one is shaken, one is pushed, one is furious. But 
in fine it is finished, and one arrives. 

I am gone to make a little walk in the town. It is not very 
gay. Ateach window one perceives a long view, longue-vue. He 
appears that the inhabitants of Dovers serve themselves of the 
long views for to peep at all the ships who pass, and also for to 
regard Calais, town as sad as the their. That should to be very 
amusing! I have seen the prison of the forced ones, forgats—an 
abandoned prison, desert, the walls falling; nothing of more 
miserable! I have seen also the Cliff of Suaxarm. Tiens! I 
knew not that he possessed a nd, terrain, at Dovers. I be- 
lieved him inhabitant of S vn. 








Don’t make her more 





' 
I found—or thought I had 








Tux ELEPHANTS WORK FOR THEIR LIVING, WHY NOT THE NEW 
Giant Tortoiszs! THE EXERCISE MIGHT IMPROVE HIS DIGESTION, 
‘AID TO BE IMPERFECT. 








At the hotel I encounter one of my friends, Mister Jonn 
Rosinson, who goes to make a little excursion in Bavaria and in 
Austria, just to Vienna. I have counselled him of to write to 
you his impressions of voyage. As soon as arrived at Nurembe 
he will put himself to the work. Permit, Mister Punch, that 
address to you this mister. 


I hear to whistle the ket boat. Mister Rontnson parts for 
Ostende. Me I go to Calais in one hour. Unhappily the sea is 
very agitated. Eh well, it is not a long traversy. t the hotel 


one has spoken to me of a French, arrived since eight days, who 
has not dared to traverse at cause of the bad times. Yesterday 
he made very little of wind. But, seeing that, the goodman re- 
solves himself to attend again one day, hoping to traverse the 
sea calm asalake. To-day she is again very agitated, and he can 
no more attend. The r man! 

At the moment of Cae, dear Mister, I think to the day 
where we shall see again ourselves. In vere be willing to 
agree the ex ion of my best sentiments of friendship. I 
squeeze you the hand very cordially. Au revoir. Avovers. 








Bong of the Silent Highway. 


Beavty and gaiety-—-must they be banned 
Still half a year from our city’s fine river? 
From the ghoul Dulness, who so lords our land, 
Who will our town’s noble tideway deliver ? 
When sly old Psrys to his business once went, 
Oft *twas by “ fly-boat, by barge, or by wherry.” 
Won’t modern London with him content 
Who makes her great river more useful—and merry ? 


“To-moRROW AND To-mornow.”—Time of the signature of 
the Greco-Turkish Treaty of Peace. 


























TOMKINS, WHO HAS RECENTLY MADE HIS 


‘TAKEN ‘‘IN CHARACTRR.” 
rO WALK To Tae Door! Tasizav!! 


PUNCH, 


[Serremper 18, 1897. 





OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 








\ 





APPEARANCE EN AMATEUR AS THE MELANCHOLY DANE, GOES TO HAVE HIS PHOTOGRAPH 
UNFORTUNATELY, ON REACHING THE CORNER OF THE STREET, HE FINDS THE ROAD IS UP, AND HE HAS 








ON A COMMON, 


Dean Mr. Puncn,—We were so happy 
on that Common. You must bear in mind 
that it was not an ordinary Common, It 


was an Uncommon Common. And so we 
sat among the heather and the second crop 
of gorse, admiring the tethered sheep, and 


the dog Pixie, and ourselves, and wonder- 
ing why the world was ever dark and 
dismal. It was a revelation, and yet we 
were not so far removed from the iniquities 
of the Metropolis. There were, and no 
doubt are now, several hundreds of fowls 
on this Common. No one appeared to 


have the least animosity against those 
bipeds. At all events, we had not. We 
extolled the condescension with which they 
treated Pixie, having no fear of his threats, 
but, on the contrary, appreciating the 


humour of the situation, and knowing that 
one hundred chickens could readily dispose 
of one Maltese Terrier. But Pixie was 





still to be lauded for his courage, and, 
when he was not looking for imaginary | 
rabbits, he never failed to be the Joy of 
the Household, save and excepting when 


the members of it were cleaning their 
bieyeles, or finding out whether the gar- 


dener or Dirtman had lodged in the 
Summer-house during the previous night. | 


\ quaint and curious creature the Dirt-' 


| anything in reason. 


man, a kind of Pelican that would manage | of recreation and recuperation. 


If you 


to exist in a Desert of Temperance on the | chance on my particular pitch, you will 


promise of an Oasis of Whiskey. 
imagine he survives on apples, when the 
whiskey is wanting. 

Some of the Commoners made the 
Neighbouring Aristocracy regard them 
with an unfavourable glance. They, the 
Aristocrats, were not accustomed to look 
upon matrons, men and maidens chewing 
cake by the roadside and consuming tea 
on the turf. It afflicted their fancy, but 
nevertheless the Commoners were still 
happy and contented. In the evening, 
when the Common was no longer desirable 

roperty, they retired to that hospitable 
lome, where every one was welcome, and 
then made merry with Japanese Fans, 
sketches in pen and pencil, and illus- 
trations of Nursery Rhymes, in which 
the Engaged Young Lady a most 
acceptable Spider when demonstrating the 
Legend of Miss Muffet. 

My object, Sir, in writing this letter is 
to point out how much superior a Common 
is to the vulgar sea-shore or common beach 
of commerce. On a Common you can do 
By the sad sea waves 
you are more or less held by the enemy, 
who prowls from morning until nightfall. 
Let me strongly recommend the trial of a 
Common to you next year as a scene 


| 
| 
| 





But I | probably recognise 


A Concentat DonxkeEY. 


P.S.—I don’t give the name of my 
Common, nor that of the nearest railway 
station, but they are both there. Verb. 
sap. Commons are always better than 
piers. Parliamentary joke, registered. 








At Homburg-v.-d.-H. 


Colonel Twister (in the hotel smoking- 
room). Yes! I once played a game of pool 
at Senecarabad, holding the cue m my 
teeth, and captured all the loot! 

Captain Longbow. Pooh! That’s no- 
thing! About a month ago I matched 
myself at shell-out against Frep FanpDANGo, 
and clutching the cue between my toes, 
walked in lying on my back! 

Colonel Twister (taken unawares). But 
how the deuce did you manage to see the 
table P 

Captain Longbow. See the table! Why, 
had the cloth lighted with Réntgen rays, 
of course! Saw through the slate! 

[The Colonel abruptly says ‘‘ Good night” to 
the company, and leaves ‘or Schlangenbad 
next morning. 
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“BROTHERS IN ARMS.” 


[‘‘ The stanchness and devotion of the whole force, and particularly the excellent conduct of the native officers when thrown on their own resources, 
are worthy of the highest praise;.... and the fact that at the very first the men saw all their British officers shot down, makes the stanchness and 
gallantry of the native officers, non-ccmmissioned officers, and men even more praiseworthy.” — London (Gasette Despatches quoted in the Times, Sept. 8.) 
































SepremBer 18, 1897.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 129 











a st * 


i! 


wn! 4 ‘ } 


2 - i gli hie. ee A : 


EXCELLENT ADVICE. 


Paes 
VABE LM X4) -7 Vals A 





~~ 7. - 


Dealer (to Timmins, who is trying a hunter). “Put. "ts "Ep ur, Sia! Puts "mw "Ep vr, AND JAM THE SruRs IN, OR ’sLL Downs you!” 








A SONG OF DEGREES. 
[‘* Bogus Degrees—How Oe Oa Onen paid for.” 


thromecle. | 
I’m the Chancellor, the Beadle, and the 
Doctors 
Who lecture on the Asinorum Pons, 
I’m the tutors, and the bull-dogs, and the 
Proctors, 
The porters, undergraduates and dons. 
I’m the ’Varsity, and on consideration 
Of modest and most reasonable tees, 
I’ll remit you, carriage paid to any station, 
The very latest fashion in degrees. 


I have hoods—green, orange, yellow and 
vermilion— 
In which a Bishop would be proud to 
strut, 
I have garments academic for the million, 
All warranted a first-class Uxtord cut. 


Buy! buy! Who'll buy a Bachelor of |; 


Science ? 
Who ’ll buy an LL.D. or a B.A. ? 
My fees set competition at defiance. 
Buy oor Degrees are going cheap to- 
y! 


Buy! buy! my friends, and when you have 


succee 
In adding learned letters to your name, 
Persuade your friends that really all that ’s 


needed, 
Is that they should straightway go and 
do the same. 
They send me, say, a tenner or a twenty, 
I give you a commission on the fees, 
So, if you get me uates in plenty, 
We'll all grow rich together—by 








LONG AGO LEGENDS. 
Ye Wipows AnD Ye GALLANTE. 


A wipows, fayre toe looke upon and not 
XL—much, and who had but 
juste caste aside ye sombre habilimentes 





wd yy my ey 
ore . 
mS talscds love me moche?” sayd 
she, a turning her head aside while a 
grette blushe mounted toe her browe, ry- 
vallynge in depthe ye pyany floure. “ Love 
thee!” cryed ye — in extacie, ry- 
: pone Smee gg phy for sce 
; sw 

ty. gh “TI swere I doe love ye 

i thou treadeste on!” Atte 


Now it chanced that ye grounde on 
which ye fayre widowe was a treadynge 
was vast in extente: in partes well sowne 


~| with corne and in partes of riche fatte 


; there alsoe rose proudiie on it s 


use, 
ys by ye waye. 


On the Brighton Road. 

Cyclist (to owner of deg over which he 
has nearly ridden). Take your beast eut of 
my way! What right has he here? . 

Owner. Well, he pays seven and six- 

mce a year for the privilege of peram- 

ulation, and you pay nothing! 





Userv: Purase vor TRAVELLERS IN 
France.—How to establish friendly rela- 
tions between Englishman and Frenchman. 
Say “Que nous nous humectons!” i+., 


. |“ Let us have a drink.” 
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“IT aay, Brun, "gre comes Two Cuampion Doners! Ler’s KID 'EM AT WE'RE 
Horricers !” 








DEFIANCE, NOT DEFENCE, 


(An Imaginary Account of an Impossible 
Volunteer Corps.) 

“Tom,” shouted the front rank of A 
company, “what on earth is the good of 
keeping us at attention?” 

“Shut up!” replied the C. O. “We 
shall have the Inspecting Officer here di- 
rectly, and a nice mess a would be in if 
I allowed you to stand eas 

“Tom, ” yelled the rear ae sanlk of A com- 
pany, “ you are an idiot!” 

The es took up “hear, 
hear,” passed it down from right to 
left with marvellous unanimity 

- ye old chap, how do al look ?” 

“> uestion was addressed to the adju- 
ane who had been making up the field 
state. 

“C com have come out in dressing- 
gowns taleed of f overcoats, Sir, and the 
sergeants of F, as usual, appear in 


ali 

The c Co. O. smiled, and murmured, “They 
always were arum lot.” Then he asked if 
all the officers were present. 





“Many of them, Sir,” nded the ad- 
jutant, referring to the field state. “Of 
course, where the senior captains can’t get 
away from their business, their duties are 
taken over by their subalterns.” 

“ But I say, why haven’t the men of that 
rear company their rifles ?” 

They are in the charge of their captain, 
who keeps them at hie establishment. But 
both ranks have paraded with the ticke 

There was a loud explosion. 

“ What’s that ?” 

“Oh! nothi Sir,” replied the adju- 
tant. “ Only the sergeants firing at one 
another with blank ammunition. ey are 
always up to some nonsense or other.” 

At this moment the a emg: Le ns re 
rode up. The entire ba on 
hold his horse for him—of course, i: a 
suitable consideration. 

“Now, Sir, move them about,” said the 
new-comer. 

“ Blessed if I hoow | how—and if I did, 
what would be the good? They know how 
to move about without any telling from 
me 


“Then give a word of command, Sir.” 


“ Ask me another! I don’t know a 

“On my word, Sir,” said the Ins 
Officer, after a pause. “I think best 
thing to do with your precious regiment is 
to amalgamate it with another.” 

“Come, that is a good joke!” cried the 
C. O., with a roar of laughter. “ Why, 
there isn’t a co in the kingdom that 
would have —os to do with us! Isn’t 
it so, old chap 

The adjutant, with difficulty suppressing 
a smile, co ed the statement of his 


superior. 
Hallo!” shouted the Ins _ Officer. 
“ What are they after now 

“We are all going home,” returned one 
of the band. “We have had enough sol- 
diering for to-day, and as it’s dry work, 
we are off for a drink. The canteen is 
being run by Briiy.” 

“And who is Bitty?” inquired the 
regular. 

“One of the officers,” was the prompt 
reply of the adjutant. 

“Well, Sir,” said the Inspecting Officer, 
when he was alone with the C. O., “I can 
scarcely congratulate you upon your com- 
mand. Will you be so good as to give me 
the title of the corps?” 

“Wild horses shall not drag the secret 
from me,” returned the inspected, firmly. 

And the Inspecting Officer thought it 
better to be satisfied with the answer, as 
there was no one to bother about it in 
Parliament till after the recess. 





THE ARMY MAN(EUVRES. 
(By a@ Puzzled Private.) 


Gin a body meet a body 
Comin’ through the rye, 

Gin a body meet a 
Need a body fly? 

Ilka laddie is a regiment, 
Ane, they say, am I; 

Yet a’ the jads they tell me I’m 
A prisoner in the rye. 


Gin a body meet a body 
Comin’ owre the lea, 

Gin a body meet a ante 
Need a body dee ? 

Ilka laddie bangs his rifle, 
Sae the same dae I, 

Yet a’ the lads they tell me I’m 
A deid man in the rye. 


Gin a body meet a body, 
Baith as deid’s a rat, 
Gina body greet a body 
Whaur’s the hairm o’ that? 
Ilka laddie has his whusky, 
Mine is guid an’ strang— 
We'll tak’ a richt guid williewaucht, 
An’ let the lave gae hang. 








Valour indeed! 


Mrs. ene Wa (to friend, while in- 
erating ap HITAKER’S magnificent 

ollection of | Medals). Law! Bless me! 
’Ow ’e must ’ave fought to ’ave all them 
decorations! And my pore ’usband wot 
served in the Guards only ’ad one! 





TrEAsuRE TRovE.—The real grit of the 
Shamrock found by the Duchess of York 
in Ireland. 





Tue Cocks WHICH NEVER Go.—Those 





connected with the feet, not the hands. 
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PROS AND CONS. 


By a Spectator and Lover of Manly Sport, thinking 
it over at the ent of the Cricket Season.) 
Ow the field, or in the court, 
Some enthusiasts agree 
Pros. give us the prose of sport, 
Amateurs its poetry. 
He who hunts a ball for gain, 
He who hits a ball for perks, 
Is not of Olympic strain ; 
Mere “ gate ”-grubbing always irks. 
Verily, “the play’s the thing” ; 
But our games were followed sparsely 
If the sole reward they bring 
Were the classic crown of parsley. 
“Gentlemen” are not all rich, 
“Pros.” are often gentlemen ; 
And deciding which is which 
Taxes sometimes tongue or pen. 
Truly all play and no work 
a fortune in the player. 
Many a rtsman ’s sonal to shirk 
That, though at his game a stayer. 


Surely there is room for all ; 

Lines too “hard-and-fast ” embitter. 
Many a wonder with the ball, 

Many a bright and brilliant hitter, 


Many a “sportsman” heart and soul, 
With no purse of Fortunatus 
Would be kept from glory’s goal 
By harsh strictness as to status. 














REMARKABLE OPTICAL ILLUSION! 


Whose the loss? The public’s, surely, WERE THEY REALLY MOTOR-MEW (SMOOTHLY PROPELLED ALONG THE SURFACE BY AN 
_And the game’s. You may be bound, | U48REN FORCE) THAT OUR Pook OLD FRIEND SUDDENLY ENCOUNTERED IN THE STREE(S OF 
Give and take, in games plaved purely, | LONDON, OR WERE THEY MERELY TWO British WORKMEN EMPLOYED IN DIGGING DOWN INTO 





Must be good for sport all round. THE ROADWAY TAKING 


FIVE MINUTES’ REST IW siru? 








“DOWN SOUTH.” 


At “ The Grand,” St. Helier’s.—Why are so many modern hotels 
called “Grand”? The epithet conveys no idea of comfort ; quite 
the contrary. Now “comfort,” which word may be taken as 
exhaustively expressive, is the one thing needful to the traveller. 
Many monarchs have been styled “ Grand,” but not one has been 
surnamed “The Comfortable.” How well it would sound 
“WittiamM the Comfortable!” A Grand Hotel may be and 
probably will be as comfortable as the very snuggest of hostelries, 
but the name is against it to begin with. 

At St. Helier’s you are agreeably disappointed to find that 
there is, at all events, nothing grand about the exterior of this 
pretty chalet-like hotel. Immediately on arriving you feel your- 
self at home, and the traveller hailing to experience i 
pleasant sensation will soon be put at his ease by the beaming 
manager, who, as “a host in himself,” welcomes you with an air 
of British cordiality, tempered by the French polish of la politesse 
de Lovis Quinze. Straightway he busies himself with your 
comfort, as though the hotel, “ with all its appliances and means 
to boot,” had been placed on its present footing, solely and only 
for your sole personal use and gratification. 

M. Louis Qutnzg is so delighted to see you. It is as though you 
had been so long expected, and had arrived at last! What can he 
do for you in some special way to prove his personal devotion ? 
A test of sincerity; ask him to change a cheque. 

What greater test cf the confidence, begot in the heart of a 
responsible man simply by your appearance, can there be than 
this? He has never seen you before in all his life, and (the 
cheque being changed) may never see you again. He has no 
means of identifying you with the name you have given. It is 





late in the evening, and, the money once in the guest’s pocket, 
the guest may wander out to amuse himself in the town, and may | 
never return. But his lu e? It may be somebody else’s,| 
and not belonging to him at all. Or it may be an old worn-out, 
portmanteau, which, with its contents, would not fetch the| 
price of a luncheon. | 

Do these considerations occur to the mind of M. Lours Quinzz ? 
If they do, his countenance is still unclouded, not a shadow of 
suspicion casts even a momentary gloom over his mobile features. 
On the contrary, he is eharmed by your request. Cheque! 
Why, a hundred cheques if you like! Any amount! A thousand 
pounds! You honour him by constituting him temporarily your 
banker! You shall have it whenever you require it. But surely 





you and your friends will first dine? Certainly we will. Dinner 
first, cheque afterwards. 

“ Pas du tout!” says M. Louis Quinzz, in his pleasantest 
manner, speaking French, which comes as naturally to him as 
English, for, presumably, he is a Jerseyman, and master of even 
more languages than his two native ones. “It is natural! 
Chez nous, vous n’étes pas étranger! Jamais de la vie! Mais 
comment! will you not goto dine? Is not the dinner commanded 
for the three gentlemen? Parfaitement ! a huit heures et demie?” 
We announce our intention of being ready to avail ourselves of 
the quiet corner reserved for us in the salle 4 manger, within 
fifteen minutes. 

And an excellent dinner it is too, with grouse, and with first- 
rate wines at fairly reasonable prices. Even Quick-Sandboy is 


this | fain to admit this, and having no fault to find with the food, 


confines himself to the gloomiest meteorological prognostications. 

For a few minutes we peer out into the unpromising night ; 
then the two Cheery Ones retire, hoping for the best, while the 
beets wey shakes his head despondently, and, with a melan- 
choly “Good night,” goes moodily to bed. } 

Up with the lark. But, if the Jersey lark is not pressed 
for time, he will not think of “rising to the occasion” in 
such wretched weather. A deluge! n giving the island a 
thorough good bucketing. Roads steaming. At breakfast, 
Sandboys Numbers One and Two sustain a Mark Tapley-kind ot 
jollity, while Number Three grumbles. Excellent trio. Merry 
movement of first and second violins, and slow growl on vio- 
loncello. 

In midst of tempest we stand under verandah, to see travel- 
lers bound for France and England starting in omnibuses and 
flys. M. Lovis Quinze is there, directing movements of boots, 
porters, conductors, and drivers, while cheerily speeding the de- 
parting guests. “Hn voiture!” he cries, as he 6 out, 
regardless of rain! “En voiture! Good-bye! Au revoir!” 
He rushes up to a carriage to shake hands warmly with m 
figures inside. “ Bon +! Bon voyage! Monsieur et 
Madame!” Here, with the utmost urbanity, he raises his hat, 
and the rain comes down on his exposed cranium sharp as the 
shower of a bath when the string has been suddenly pulled. 
“ Bon voyage!” he cries, regardless of the douche. “ Allez!” he 
says to the driver, “ Allez, Cocher! 'Urry! "Urry! Allez!’ 
Then, in a tone of determined command, gallantly waving his 
hand, he shouts, “Hn route!” This is repeated in the case of 
every single carriage ; but when it comes to bidding farewell toa 
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KINDLY MEANT. 


**Miss Mayrain, po you ossect 10 Pappiine?” 
‘No, CHARLIB, NOT AT ALL.” 
“ WRLL, THEN, }F YOU 'D LIKE TO, DON'T MIND Me.” 








dozen po or more, crowded into a bus, then, always hat ir 
hand, includes them all individually and collectively in one 
grand movement of both arms, shouting always with the utmos 
gottanem, “ Bon voyage! Messieurs et Mesdames! Au revoir! 

inally, in an authoritative tone to the driver, “Allez, Cocher 
‘Urry! ‘Urry! En route!!!” 

The last coach-load is gone, and the enthusiastic host collapses 
He mops his brow, resumes his hat, and then, for the first time 
apparently, becoming aware of the fact that the pelting rais 
for the last ary minutes has not been without its damping 
effect on his coat, he says cheerily to himself and to us, “Mauvat. 
temps, n'est ce pas?” and disappears into the house. 

Sandboy Number One, whe lee been making himself acquaintec 
with the traditions of the island, maintains that our manager dic 
not say “’Urry! ‘Urry!” but that he had raised the old Jersey 
ery of “Haro! Haro!” By referring him to this tradition, as giver 
in Buack’s useful Jersey Guide-Book, it is demonstrated to him 
that the “ Clameur de Haro ” is only raised in cases of trespass 01 
distraint, when the full cry is “ Haro! Haro! Haro! a l'aide. 
mon Prince, on me fait tort!” and, after that, the case is formally; 
brought before three jurats on the bench with the bailiff. 

Query.—In Jersey, vhould a traveller be unable to pay his bill 
may he shout “Haro! Haro!” &c., and be off by next boat? 
Quick-Sandboy thinks it quite possible, and we recommend him 
to remain in the island, and, after we have left, try it. 

Off to Eastern Station. To Pontac. Stop to visit a church. 
Directed, in French, by peasants, we walk a mile to obtain the 
keys. Not much to see when we've got ’em. “’Urry! Urry!” 
We can’t retrace a mile’s-worth of steps to deliver up keys. 

Ha Thought.—Knock at door ol manent house. Lady ap- 

rs. Certainly, with pleasure, she will take care of the keys. 
4 course they will be called for. We reply, “Of course,” 
which is a natura! supposition, seeing that Sunday is close at 
hand, and that, if the clergyman is not then in possession 
of the keys, there will be no service. Vain will it be for him to 
ery “ Haro! Haro!” So yielding up the keys of the situation to 
the kindly matron, we rush for the train. Note.—Everywhere 
along the roads and in the fields might be written up, “ Ici on 





parle Frangais.” Also, politeness is the special characteristic of 
the Jersev islander ; so far, at least. 

In St. Helier’s it is the same thing ;everywhere English-French. 
Quite a friendly alliance. The Jeweller describes Limself, over 
his shop, as “Jeweller—Bijoutier.” “Butcher” is likewise 
“ Boucher,” “ Shoemaker—Cordonnier,” and so forth. You can 
deal with all the Jersey tradesmen in either French or English ; 
it is an example of “ Whichever language you like, my little 
dear ; so long as you pay your money, you can take your choice.” 
Quick-Sandboy regrets that he was not a Jeiseyman, and biought 
up from his earliest infancy to speak two languages with equal 
facility. Alas, it is too late now! We propose leaving him in 
the island, where he can become naturalised. Offer rejected. 

Waiting for train. Visit to hotel at Pontac. Excellent 
concert-hall with glass-roofed verandah; little tables laid out 
French fashion for dining al fresco. Everything bere intended 
for fine weather enjoyment. Luxuriant garden, with pumpkins, 
marrows, damp chickens, draggle-tailed pea-hens, moping white 
turkeys, and index-fingers directing visitors to all sorts of in- 
visible amusements, including an Echo, which is kept tame on 
the premises. From a business point of view this is clearly the 
way to make an Echo answer. A trifle tea-gardenified; but 
must be most attractive—when the sun is shining. “En route! 
Urry! Urry!” for station once more. Passing along by the 
sea-wall (it is still pouring), we see ladies and gentlemen, evi- 
dently a French family party, judging by their costumes, bathing 
merrily together, and dancing a sort of merry-go-round in the 
sea. The master of these marine revels is a stout man in bathing- 
costume and a tall hat—the ordinary “topper” of civilisation— 
who is enjoying himself immensely and encouraging the others 
to do the same 

By train to Goree, passing golf-links (impossible to get away 
from golf-links, lawn-tennis, bicyclks, and even croquet this 
summer), the Butts, and La Rocque. Charmingly picturesque, 
every step of it. Then we ascend to Mount Orgucil Castle. 
Here we bring joy and gladness to the heart of the warder, who 
1ad begun to despair of any sixpences from visitors in this drown- 
ng weather, which is enough to damp the ardour of the keenest 
tripper. But our advent is the harbinger of luck: others arrive ; 
as we proceed, half-a-dozen moist sight-seers suddenly and mys- 
teriously crop up from somewhere, apparently out of various 
dark dungeons in the neighbourhood of the Powder Magazine. 
We follow the warder, who is now our guardian and guide. The 
beauty of the views from the summit of the tower is left to our 
imagination in this hazy weather. We are pelted off the roof by 
hail-stones. 

“Lucky we’re under cover,” quoth Sandboy Number Two, 
cheerily congratulating ourselves, as we descend the stair-case. 

“ Luckier if we ’d stayed in the hotel,” growls Quick-Sandboy. 

We descend. Ere the warder bids us adieu, he summons us, 
his temporary companions, about him, and in a rough, honest, 
pleasant way, informs us that “by the rules he is not allowed to 
make any charge,” thus delicately intimating that if our gratitude 
for his services should happen to take the practical form of six- 
pence a head (he avoids particularising any sum as clearly in- 
consistent with his dignity), he personally would have no objec- 
tion to placing the sum total to his own credit at his bankers. 
The warder and his re-warders. So having bestowed largesse, 
we descend the worn stone steps, every one of which contains a 
small foot-bath of rain-water, then warily through mud-slush, 
and so we gain the road and arrive at the little British Hotel. 





WHAT THE SOUTH SEA WAVES ARE SAYING. 


Tue season here never begins or ends. From year’s end to 
year’s end it ripples on like the late Poet Laureate’s “ Brook.” 
Men may come and men may go, but Southsea goes on for ever. 
There is always plenty of “go” in Southsea. On the Clarence 
Pier there is a constant sequence of melody interspersed with 
the whistling of steamboats, while the white wings of the yachts 
in the offing are reflected by the smart but pure costumes of the 
ladies, who walk the plank without danger from morning till after 
nightfall. Nowhere can dogowners find such a fine recreation 
ground for their canine favourites as on the far-famed Common, 
when not occupied by the brave defenders of our country. Many 
French visitors look upon the Victory in Portsmouth Harbour 
as a proof of the valour of their countrymen, because NELSON was 
killed on board of this famous vessel. Two of the coal-hulks ad- 
jacent to the Vi were borrowed from the Gaul, and never 
returned. The , but for the “Nut,” would be desolate of 
seafaring reminiscences, inasmuch as H.R.H. the Prince of 
Wa es acquired that famous Nelson Vase from the philanthropist, 
who doesn’t like too many public-houses. The Mayor is still 
weak from a recent attack of Burnheart—but expects to recover. 





























*y% LIQUEURS OF THE 


*" 4" % COE CHARTREUSE. 


2 ® These delicious Li 
have come so muc 


inte peotic 
tavour on aceount of their en. 


erful pr ofaiding I 

tion and preventing |y a, 
¢ & can now bx had of ali the 5 

pal Wine and — Mer ti 


car ne and all good Hotels and Kestau- 
at yu! the Kinguiom Sole nates 
“ jYLE , 35, Crucched Friars, Loud ¢ 
















FRERES’ 


FIRST QUALITY 


CHAMPAGNE. 


FERINGS 5 


CopENHAGEN 


(RERRY BRANDY. 
The Best liqueur 


ASK FOR THE | 


BUGHANAN 
BLEND 


SCOTCH WHISKY, | 


AS SUPPLIED TO 
THE 


- HCUSES OF PARLIAMENT. 
| 








HOVIS BREAD 


2080 ——— 


The knife divides 
Its glossy sides, 

Tis just the loaf to cut 
No crumbs to waste, 
And sweet to taste 

As Kentish filbert nut. 





ee 


Hovis Bread | is ba ked and sold by all | 
— Bakers in British Isles. 





| 
| 


“COLOEN BRONZE HAIR. 


nuance “ Chétain ve paete can be 

-4 or ‘ to Holy of any colour t « RINE. 
by = Sinxee, @ 2, Oxke od at, London 

2s. For tinting rey or faded 








| 
| Pr 


‘bed 
Ma <3 “WaRIN E is invaluable 


PURE 


WHISKEY 


MALT 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. —Serremser 18, | 1897. 














HIERATICA 


Nors Papen, 5 Quires, 1s. Court Envel a, 100. Thin, for Foreign 
5 Quires, ls. Mourning Note, 5 Quires, ls Bavsenen is. 64. ute 
Oy all Stationers, or a wd stamps to Hieratica Works, @8, Upper Thames Street, "Caen. 















ThvAluablé tall Times, Wetor Shine. | yy 


N. & C. 


RAINCOAT 


**Perramus” Proof. 
Not merely Shower-proof, but 
proof against the Heaviest Kain. 
LIGHT IN WEIGHT! 
SMART IN APPEARANCE! | 
MODERATE IN PRICE! | 

To be hod ef alt lending £ tfitters, 
Fp 008 ent if Tidcut? | 

iv 


Pp for 
acent,or we ‘will rath 4 material to 
‘our tailor. 


NICHOLSON & & 60., 


Mchester 
and 21, “yy London, W. 
Insist on N, & 0. “Perramus 
_and avoid d spurk ue imitations. — 


INVENTIONS 


= = + A — Patent , rm 9 cost. 
and worked. 

Prem ‘a & Ov, 

38, Chancery Lane, Londo a 


Rea. GERMAN HOLLOW GROUND. 


‘itn A Agents, 


R 


ll 


Hieck Handic, ts. 64. ivory Hendle, A Palr 
| Ivory Handles, in Mussia leather case ys 


Wholesale: Ossoaxe, Ganaert, & Co., London, W 
Pamphiet, * ‘Shaver's Kit and Outfit,” Post free 





THE 


PASTEUR 
FILTER 


erie... Bartisn 
Wortkitirs of water- 





|| SUCHARD’S COCOA, 


Nature's Choicest. 





hy mp3 ” up coceant, ot es 
aaee 


To be hed hai a de Storg, post Filter Dealers, |  DINNEFORD'S W ACHESIA. 
J. DEFRIES & poets, HEADACHE, GOUT, and INDIGESTION 


147, Hounspircn, Lonpox, B.C. Sold throughout the World 


RICHMOND GEM 





For ACIDITY of rar STOMACH, HEARTHURN, 








CIGARETTES. 


UNE QUALLED 
FOR DELICACY AND FLAVOR. 











For Delicate Children. 


SQUIRE'S 
CHEMICAL 
FOOD. 


In Bottles, 2,, 8s. 6d., & 6s. each, 
AT ALL CHEMISTS axe STURES, ano oF 
SQUIRE & SONS, 

Mer Majesty's Chemints, 

418, OXFORD STREET, LONDON. 





if you port fy wee 
Prize of 


30 GUINEAS 


You should enter for the 
Eastman Amateur 
Photographic Competition, 


There are 


130 PRIZES. 


Separate Classes for Contact Prints 
(Snapshots and Time Kxposures), Kn- 
largements, Lantern Slides, Pocket 
Kodak Pictures, and Pocket Kodak 
Malargements Send for Circular. 
The time for receiving exhibits has 
been extended to Saturday, October 


h. 
* There is still plenty of me, Make 
wp your mind to compete and 


Bay a Kodak 


Pocket Kodaks, No, 4 Cartrid 
Kodaks, Bullets, and Bull's-Eyes 


PRICES £1 Is. to £5 &s. 
No Dark Room pases tor Changing 


EASTMAN Riser as, 
—a werk 2 mt. 


EPPS'S 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING 


COCOA 


BREAKFAST —SUPPER. 





Godd. rd c 


Plate Powder 





cy ; 
Bold every where, i nee, Is. Ds ‘nnd to. 4. 


(OUR CHILDRE 


D®RIDCES. 


PATENT COOKED F! 





aa! 


























PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI—Szrreusen 18, 1897. 























| ies cocoa 





COLD MEDAL, 


The London Medical 





Health Exhiiition, ris 
Londo, Record says : 
—_ For Intants “Retained when 
The British Medical d " 

Journal says “Anvalids and the Aged all other foods are 
Benger’s Food has : . ° 
et oe estab. . rejected. It is in- 
lis a reputation of : ” 
its ow ‘Sold 1 in n Tins, 1/6, 2/6, and 5f-, by Chemists, &c., everywhere. valuable. 











THE WORTHIEST 







IT SPEAKS 
FOR ITSELF. 


Rich—Mellow—Mature. 
Outs HERE, THERE, and EVERYWHERE. 


— . a PATTISONS, Lro., — 
LEITH BALLINDALLOCH —LONDON. 


Head Offices —Constitution Street, LEITH. 
BSTABLISHED is. 


Needham's | 
Polishing 


<P> Paste 


The most reliable preparation for cleaning and brilliantly polishing 
ras, Copper, Tin, Hritannia Metal, Piatinold, &c. Bold every where 
ye Mascurascto sens 


JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, Sheffield. 


London (fice &t. George's House, Eastcheap, E.( 


C. Brandauer & Co’s 
Circular-Pointed Pens. 








SEVEN PRIZE 
MEDALS 









Feries of 
Tens Write as 
Bmoothly as a 
Jead Pencil. Neither 
Beratch nor Spurt, the 
points being rounded by a 
ey" cial process. Assorted 
Bumple Box for 7 stamps from the 








Works, BIRMINGHAM. Bas id 
WOLDERS OF SEVENTEEN WARRANTS OF APPOINTMENT. Of course its P ow ars 
Egerton , swrnett’ 


J r. REDWOOD, Ph.D., F.1.C., F.C.S., &c. 
) yal €B Page A) Late Professor of Chemistry and Pharmacy to the Pharmaceutical! Society of Great Britain. 


** My analytical and practical experience of PEARS’ SOAP now extends over a 








Specialty Gerais ol Farce al Gumaien of all touens Uefa ‘very lengthened period—nearly fifty years—during which time I have never 
The “ EGERTON” wenn crt DYE ‘‘come across another Toilet Soap which so closely realizes my ideal of per- 
And IMPERIAL DRESS FABRICS, whieh comprise » vast variety of | ** fection; its purity is such that it may be used with perfect confidence upon 
prices In the most begutiful and sai snabte weavings “2 99 
~ Tatlor-made Skirts, Gentlemen's Suits, & MADE To} ** the tenderest and most sensitive skin—even that of a new-born babe. 
MEK\SURE. NEW AUTUMN AND WINTER PATTERNS Pox! 


PRE? Any length Bold. € Paid of orders of %. and abov« 
te Mailway “tations In United Kingdom. Special rates for Foreign 
Parts Kindly mention this Magazine. Address ‘ 





ECERTON BURNETT, Lro., Wellagtou Homersst Eng 





attainable.’ 
Cocoas). 


“Represents the NO ALKALIES USED 
standard of highest 9 (as in many of the so- 
/purity at present called “‘ pure” Foreign 




















pmremt?tei eawe rr 





























Pemteg ws Wi ty SS, No. eB ares Selanlendahanentanlaametad him of ie’ an, Piece Sereek ee rah ts ta ake tee ot Meer ——— yl 





SATURDAY. 


eve Ry 








